Ing low houses far off under the hills form the Al-
banian village of Marathon. Just twenty-two miles
from Athens, this place of an ancient glory, this
tomb of men who, 1 suppose, will not be forgotten so
long as the Hellenic kingdom lasts, seems very far
away, hidden from the world between woods and
waters, solitary, but not sad. Beyond the plain and
the sea are ranges of mountains and the island of
Euboea*

A figure slowly approaches. It Is the guardian of
the vineyards, coming back to his watch-house
above the grave of his countrymen, smiling, with a
cigarette between his white teeth. As I go, he calls
out "Addio!" Then he mounts his ladder carefully
and withdraws to his easy work. How strange to be
a watcher of vineyards upon the tumulus of Mar-
athon!

If you care at all for life in the open, if you have
the love of camping in your blood, Greece will call to
you at every moment to throw off the dullness of
houses, to come and stay under blue heaven and be
happy. Yet I suppose the season for all such joys
was over when I was in Greece, for I never met any
citizens of Athens taking their pleasure in the sur-
rounding country. In Turkey and Asia Minor, near
any large town, when the weather is hot and fine,
one may see cheerful parties of friends making
merry in the open air, under trees and in arbors; or
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